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Go thou to Richard, and good Angels garde thee, 

00 thou to fanftuarie,good thoughts poflTefle thee' 

1 to my grauc where peace and reft lie with me, * 
cightie odde yeares of forrow hauel fecne. 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

The Trumpets feund&ter Richard crowed git eking- 
ham,Catesby mth other Nobles. ' 6 

King. Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Here he afeendeth 

| h ‘j sI ’ 1 S h bythyad uic e the throne. 

And thy afliftanceisking Richard feated; 

But (hall we wearc thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they laft,and we rcioiccin them? 

Bhc. Still liue they,and for for cuer may they hft. 

King Ri. O Buckingham,now do I play the touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edwardliues: thinke now whatl would fay, 

' Buc. Say on my gratious foucraigne. i r 

King . Why buckinghara,! fay I would be king. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege- 
King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward litres. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcquence. 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble prince* 
Cofen,thouwertnotwonttobefodull: r '' o'... -- 

Shall Ibcplainesfl wifli the baftards dead, - ;• 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

What faift tho ui fpcake fuddenly be breefe. 

Buc. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. T ut,tut,thou art all yce,thy kindnefte freefeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they (hall die? *;• 

Buc. Giue me fome breach ,fome little paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuclic fpeakc herein : f 
1 will refolue your grace imihediatlie, ’ r , -♦ ‘1 
Catef. The King is aBgric,fee > he^)itcs the lip, > 

King. I will comrcrfe with iron wittedfcoles 
And vnrefpcftiuc boics, none arc for me 1 

Thatlookc jfitonv? with confiderate cics : _ 

- - ~ • Boy, 
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Roy,hi' T h reaching Buckingham growes circumfpcft. 

B*/* ^My Lord. , 

King. KnoweftthoU not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a c!ofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My lord, I know a difeohtented gentleman. 

Whole humble meanes march not his haughtieminde, 
Golde were as good as twernie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him tofnv thing. 

Kmg. What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

Kmg.Go call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirdc 
And flops he now for breath? Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

Darby . My Lord, I heare the Marqucfle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the fcas where he. 
abides. 

Kmg. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King , Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is 11 eke and like to die, 

1 will fake order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fome meane borne gentleman, 

Whom I will man iellraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foolifh,and I feare not. him.* 

Looke how thou dreamft : 1 fay again e,giue out 
That Anne my wife is fickc and 1 ike to die. 

About it,for it Hands me much vpon 
To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

Inruflbe marnedto mv brothers daughter, 

Or elfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glaffc, 

Murther her brothrrs>and then marrie her, 

Vncerraine way of gaine,kut I smin 
bo firre in b'oud,that fin plucke on fin, 

T arc falling pittiedwels notin this eye. Enter T erreL 

Is thy name Tirrell. . 

Kir. lames Tirrelfand your mod obedient fufciefl. 7 
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